Wisdom" and Destiny

one evening as I stood on the hillside.
I beheld it far down in the valley, stagger-
ing, struggling) climbing, falling : blindly
groping its way to the great lake that
slumbered, the other side of the forest,
in the peace of the dawn. Here it was
a block of basalt that forced the stream let
to wind round and about four times;
there, the roots of a hoafy tree ; further
on still, the mere recollection of an
obstacle now gone for ever thrust it
back to its source,, bubbling in impotent
fury, divided for all time from its goal
and its gladness. But, in another direc-
tion, at right angles almost to the dis-
traught, unhappy, useless stream, a force
superior to the force of instinct had traced
a long, greenish canal, calm, peaceful, de-
liberate ; that flowed steadily across the
country, across the crumbling stones,
across the obedient forest, on its clear

and  unerring,  unhurrying   way from  its
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